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In This Issue ... 


Once in a while, a donation comes into the Heritage Museum that is 
truly remarkable. That describes the Nolan Collection containing personal 
photos of Bill Nolan, his family, and enterprises. We want to share them 
with our readers. There is no biography for him that we could find except a 
short obituary in the newspaper. To create a bio to accompany the photos, 
our volunteer, Sheila Nolan (not related to Bill), looked through records 
on the internet and newspaper stories on microfilm at the Astoria Public 
Library. The photo above combines the themes that appeared to have 
been a significant part of his life from a young age to old age, the Navy, 
and dancing. Bill was a county resident from the 1940s to the 1970s. He 
had a photography studio on Commercial Street and a dance studio. He 
directed the Rotary Follies to raise money for good causes; he served in 
the Navy at Tongue Point, and most surprising of all, he and his wife, 
Marjorie, played in vaudeville for many years. If anyone has stories to 
share about Bill Nolan or can identify the people in the photos, please 
call us at 503-338-4849. 

—The Editor 
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Britt NOLAN 
by Liisa Penner and Sheila Nolan 


OT MANYLOCAL old-timers would 
Ne Emanuel Krumenaker, 
but they might remember him by 
his assumed name of Bill Nolan, 
the owner of photo shops in Astoria 
and Seaside and a school of dance in 
Astoria. Bill died in October 1976, 
forty-three years ago. His life story 
would have been lost had it not been 
for Bob Carrow who donated a box 
of materials (Accession #14.011) to 
CCHS that was found in his house in 
Seaside. In the box were photographs 
and papers that documented one of the 
most unusual careers of any Clatsop 
County resident. 


KRUMENAKER FAMILY 

Emanuel Krumenaker aka Bill 
E. Nolan was born on Christmas 
Day 1910 in Brooklyn, New York 
to immigrant parents, George 
Paul Krumenaker (1869-1944) of 
Stuttgardt, Germany and Anna Bertha 
Schack (1874-21 February 1835) of 
Austria. He had arrived in the U.S. 
in 1889; she came in 1883. By 1900, 
they had two children, Pauline and 
Karl. Ten years later, they had added 
sons Eugene, Leon and Henry and 
in December of that year, their last 
child, Emanuel was born. Bill’s father 
appears to have been well-educated 


and supported his family as a clerk in 
various businesses working for others. 

Bill’s obituary in the Astoria Budget 
stated that as a youth, he took dance 
lessons from Fred Astaire. A photo of 
Bill at the age of twelve, about 1923, in 
a Navy costume and on stage shows he 
was already performing for the public. 
To supplement the family’s income, he 
had a prized job as a page boy at the 
prestigious Lamb Club in New York, 
a playground and resort for successful 
actors, where members could drink 
with their wealthy friends in a glam- 
orous setting (no women allowed). 
All this exposure to performers and 
performing indicates an early interest 
in the field of entertainment. 

Inthe 1920s, the popular entertain- 
ment “vaudeville” consisted of comedy 
skits, dancing exhibitions, acrobatics, 
singing, a whole variety oflive acts that 
were performed in theaters from two 
to five times a day. It was the kind of 
setting in which people without a lot 
of experience could study the work of 
entertainers, could work up a routine, 
experiment with improvements, 
and, if successful, could get a start in 
a low-paying venue and eventually 
move to better ones and join a troop 
of entertainers, traveling on a circuit 
from city to city to perform. Vaudeville 
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THE KRUMENACKER FAMILY. 


was about to become an important 
part of Bill Nolan’s life. 


Marjorig MELODY SWAN 
LAWRENCE KRUMENAKER 
(NoLan) 

Bill was married to Marjorie 
Lawrence in Scranton, Pennsylvania 
on March 19, 1931. She was born in 
1896, and was fourteen years older 
than he. How they met is unknown 
but it was probably in vaudeville where 
she is thought to have been performing 
long before Bill was. Marjorie’s mother 
was known as “Ada Prescott” and 
had been a top vaudeville performer, 
singing and dancing, as far back as the 


1890s. Little is known about Marjorie’s 
father but members of the family con- 
tacted through ancestry.com believe 
that he had been an actor and came 
from a wealthy family. 

Marjorie moved with her parents 
to Chicago and then to Boulder, 
Colorado. She married Albert Stanley 
Lawrence, who was born in Middlesex, 
England, and moved to Boulder where 
he was a coal miner, and, unfortu- 
nately, an alcoholic. They had four 
children, two dying as children and a 
third as a teenager. The fourth child, 
Kenny, survived. Marjorie and Albert 
Lawrence divorced. 
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ANNA BERTHA 
SCHACK KRUMENAKER 


SEARCH SOURCES 

The relatives of Marjorie’s we 
reached out to had little contact with 
Bill or Marjorie. We then hoped that 
we might find something, anything, 
on newspapers.com searching their 
names. We were amazed! There wasn't 
much on Krumenakers, but the Nolan 
name brought up advertisements for 
the performances of Bill and Marjorie 
all over the Eastern and Central United 
States. Some of the photos in the ads 
were the same as the photos in the box 
donated to CCHS so we knew we had 
the right couple. The performance 
dates we found ranged from 1933 to 





ANNA KRUMENAKER AND, TWO OF 
HER UNIDENTIFIED CHILDREN. 


1941 and took place in Pennsylvania, 
Ohio, Kentucky, Michigan, Canada, 
Illinois, lowa, Minnesota, Tennessee, 
North Carolina, Alabama, Texas, 
Colorado, Idaho, and Oregon. 

The earliest performance we found 
is dated the middle of November 1933 
and advertised as “In a Bit of West 
Point,” a fast tap or soft shoe dance 
with a military theme. (See cover 
photo.) According to the advertise- 
ment, they headed the bill at the 
Playhouse at Salt Lake City, perform- 
ing at 3 p.m., 7:15 p.m., and 9:30 p.m. 
Other acts playing at that theater were: 
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ADA PRESCOTI AND PARTNER 
Harry HEpDRIX. 


The Four Millionaires: A Harmony 
Surprise; Gordon Goodmansen: The 
Golden-Voiced Tenor; Chuck and Roy 
Stockade, Peggy and Vera with New 
Dance Novelties; and Jimmy Gordan 
and His Gang. Two short films were 
also shown the same night. (Other 
performances by Bill and Marjorie 
may have occurred before this one.) 
The military dance routine they cre- 
ated was one they performed for about 
seven years, alternating with jitterbug 
dancing when it became popular. 

A review in 1935 notes: “Bill Nolan 
and Marjorie Kenney at the Talko’ th’ 
Town set a new high in dance perfec- 





ADA PRESCOTT 


tion. Their routine is replete with 
clever novelties. We doubt iftheir rifle 
number, with regulation drill, dressed 
in West Point uniforms, has its equal 
on the stage today. This team could 
hold the spot any place, anywhere.” 
In the early years, Bill’s photos 
show an unidentified man dancing 
with Marjorie and him. The three 
were advertised as “The Nolan Bros. & 
Kenny” with Kenny as the stage name 
for Marjorie. Was the other Nolan 
dancer, one of Bill’s brothers? We don’t 
know. He eventually dropped out and 
the remaining two became Nolan 
& Kenny. “Kenny” was the name of 
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BiLt NOLAN. 


Marjorie’s son by her first husband 
who was probably left with her mother, 
Ada Prescott, in Colorado. Ada was 
retired by then, while Bill and Marjorie 
were on tour. In his teenage years, 
Kenny may have been the “Troy” who, 
for several performances, had danced 
with them. 

Bill and Marjorie were employed 
by the Keith Circuit and later the 
Fanchon and Marco Circuit. The inter- 
net has much on the people operating 
these circuits. Those years must have 
been exciting, traveling all over the 
country, entertaining in big and small 
venues. But Bill and Marjorie must 
have tired after years of constant rush- 
ing from one place to another. At the 
same time, opportunities in vaudeville 
were dwindling. A description of what 


touring was like for some can be found 
on the website: www.musicals101. 
com/vaudel.htm. 

“In small time we worked on the 
Death Trail—that was the name for 
one-nighters in places you never heard 
of, like Missoula, Montana, places 
where nobody would go unless they 
really needed work—and we did. They 
weren't theatres, they were kind of 
stores, with benches instead of seats. 
When the show began, the baker, the 
laundry truck driver, and maybe the 
garbage man dropped what they were 
doing and jumped in to play the music. 
They were the band. They’d come in, 
and they couldn't play, but we gota lot 
of experience. The Bert Levy time was 
really awful. Their houses were often 
in the same town we were working 
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BILL AND MARJORIE’S SHOW SCHEDULE 











play ous eases: Salt Lake City, UT.... Military Dance...17 November 1933 
Vodvil Uptown........ Muscatine, IO............. A Bit of West Point......... 12 Dec 1933 
Strand sone Cincinnati, OH .0.......-------------- =o seeeseneeeneeneees 4 Feb 1934 
The National............ Louisville, KY............ Dance Militaire.............. 8 Feb 1934 
Slatemanncnccntc: We troup leereencs West Point Cadets.......... 23 Feb 1934 
Palais Royal............. Lansing, M1...........0. Bit of West Point........... 12 May 1934 
Evento laclesnemamet IDSLAROE, IM Tenaerrorenceens MMiillitaryysDancessmerssst: 5 Oct 1934 
@ypheumtes es Iincolny Nib wees Ballroom Dancing......... 20 Dec 1934 
Schllitzememerrsccs Munster, IN ...........04 Military Dance............... 31 Aug 1935 
MallzontheMow:nresbeoniay lente se Military Dance............... 29 Nov 1935 
Waterloo Theat........ Waterloo, IO.............. Boots and Saddle............. 19 Jan 1936 
Schlitz Gardens 29 May 1936 
Liberty...................... Benton Harbor, MI... Dance Artists... 3 Apr 1937 
Bij OURS tate nmeeennes Several kinds of dancing 11 Oct 1937 
Rendezvou............... Battle Creek, M1....... The Dance Military........ 11 Oct 1937 
Te OFM Shoroneccccn WATE, MUN rrecercerres | PLCS DUB acecraxnsceneeaceun 13 Sep 1938 
“Direct from NY” 
Blazavenntictentn: Asheville, NC............. Jitterbug Swingsters........ 22 Jan 1939 
Military Tap 
The Capitol............... Pt laratay Giese Mitten boar ste tr 11 Feb 1939 
Cameo Room........... Chicago Vitter bug remem cserrer rs Mar 1939 
Klub Kokomo Inn.. Dotham, AL............... Dance Stylists... 17 Mar 1939 
Glenlea Club............ @ttawan GAIN essere tte nears 13 Oct 1939 
Smitty's Comedy dlapercscre rc 22 Mar 1940 
Nolan Bros. & Troy 
The Castle .. a .... Novelty Team... ..21 May 1940 
Sterling TOPOS IT WEDS cess 25 May 1940 
Lobzellers Gv........... Nolan Bros. & Troy............ June 1940 
CBarC Ranch .... Trio Dance Comedy. Aug 1940 
Team, Nolan Bros. & Troy 
Cal-Ore Tavern....... Klamath Falls, OR.... Comedy Blackouts ......... 16 Oct 1940 
Bon Villa Club ........ Idaho Falls, ID.......... West Point in Swing.......31 Dec 1940 
Miaiydarineessessss Vancouver, B.C. ........ Stars ofRadioyenrsssees 5 May 1941 
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BILL AND MARJORIE HAVING A BIT OF FUN ON STAGE. 
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PROMOTIONAL PHOTOGRAPH OF BILL AND MARJORIE NOLAN. 
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MARJORIE POSING FOR A PROMOTIONAL PHOTOGRAPH. 
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MARJORIE, HER MOTHER ADA, STEP-FATHER JAMES FARLEY, AND 
HER SON KENNY. 
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A PROMOTIONAL PHOTOGRAPH OF BILL AND MARJORIE. 
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in, but theirs weren’t even as good as 
ours...” —Mark Lathrop, as quoted in 
the Vaudevillians, page 138. 

Vaudeville theaters transitioned to 
film theaters. Their managers found 
that it was cheaper to run one or two 
long films than to pay the owners of 
circuits for a group of live performers. 
Vaudevillians had to move into other 
sorts of venues, other occupations or 
retire. 

In 1940, under the name Emanuel 
Krumenaker, Bill signed his mili- 
tary draft registration in Seattle, 
Washington: employer—Bert Levy 
Circuit mentioned above. Bill weighed 
135 pounds, was five feet seven inches 
tall, had a dark complexion, blue eyes 
and brown hair. 

In April 1940, the census taker 
found Bill and Marjorie in Boulder, 
Colorado visiting Marjorie’s mother 
Ada and Ada’s 2nd husband, James P. 
Farley, also a former entertainer. No 
occupation was listed for Ada or James, 
but Marjorie and Bill were listed as 
entertainers. Bill was twenty-nine 
and Marjorie forty-three. Also in the 
household was Marjorie’s son, Kenny 
Lawrence, seventeen years old. 

A letter to the Brooklyn Daily Eagle 
of September 15, 1940 was printed 
under the title of “These Men of Today 
Were Boys I Knew” telling about the 
old gang at Church and Nostrand 
Avenues, mentioning Bill Nolan, 
soft shoe dancer, who was then in 
Hollywood. 


WorRLD War II 

The years 1940 and 1941 were a 
time of great uncertainty. Germany, 
Russia and Japan were belligerent gi- 
ants taking over neighboring countries 
by force. Slow to act at first, the U.S. 
began making preparations for war. 
The U.S. Navy base at Tongue Point 
began expanding. Bill found a job 
opening at Amato’s Supper Club in 
Astoria as a Master of Ceremonies 
and comedian. Margorie worked 
along with him. They extended their 
stay there with Marjorie sometimes 
working as a waitress, according to 
the Astoria City Directories. Amato’s 
Supper Club was a popular dining 
place where Navy personnel could 
often be found evenings. J.P. Plumbing 
is now located in the building at 155- 
11th Street and looks much as it did in 
the war years. 

Bill and Marjorie made themselves 
at home here, entering into local activi- 
ties. In 1941, Bill took charge of plan- 
ning the “entertainment production 
features” of the last Regatta’s activities 
before the war interrupted. He also 
helped with make-up for Astoria 
High School students in ahigh school 
play. Then, on October 20, 1942, he 
enlisted in the U.S. Navy, serving 
until released on November 12, 1945, 
after three years, based at Tongue 
Point. Those three years took him in 
an entirely new direction. The Navy 
trained him as a photographer. He 
now strived to become accomplished 
in this field. The photographs in the 
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Bitt NOLAN WITH ASTORIA Mayor ORVAL EATON(1943-1951) AT TONGUE PoINrT. 


CCHS prove his success, especially his 
images of WW Ilaircraft flying above 
Astoria (see centerfold). Among the 
images are those of Eleanor Roosevelt, 
Claudette Colbert (whose husband 
was at Tongue Point), and many mili- 
tary events, some formal, others very 
informal (and not shown in this issue). 
One of the items in the box donated 
to CCHS was an Aviator’s Flight Log 
book recording more than 158 hours 
from December 1, 1943 to July 11, 
1945. Bill spent that time riding in 
aircraft taking photographs of ships 
traveling along the Pacific coast. 

It was about this time that Kenny 
Lawrence, Marjorie’s son, also joined 
the Navy, later serving in Viet Nam. 
He died in January 1969 at the age 


16 


of forty-seven, with the rank of Navy 
Commander, at Pensacola, Florida. 


AFTER THE WAR 

The 1946 directory shows Bill 
and Marjorie were living at 455 8th 
Street (old numbering for houses). 
Bill had a photography studio at 527 
Bond and Marjorie was a waitress at 
Amato’s Supper Club. The newspa- 
per in January 1946 announced the 
opening of Bill’s new photo studio 
on the second floor of the Van Dusen 
building. [NE corner of 10th and 
Duane Streets.] And two months later 
the couple celebrated their fifteenth 
wedding anniversary. 

In 1947, Billand Marjorie made atrip 
to Boulder, Colorado to visit Marjorie’s 


... CONTINUED ON PAGE 28 
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HAND-WRITTEN CAPTIONS READ FROM TOP TO BOTTOM AS FOLLOWS: 
“J.O. Axes [sp?] (TR1Pop), B.J. McGinnis (Big Mac), aND K.W. LAWRENCE.” 
KENNY, MARJORIE’S SON, IS PEELING OFF FROM THE OTHER PLANES. 

ON THE BACK OF THE PHOTO IS WRITTEN, “Goon Luck K... HOPE WE CAN 
STICK TOGETHER IN COMBAT.—‘ THE OLD DUFFER —Mac.” 
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... CONTINUED FROM 16 

mother, step-father, and son Kenny. 
Marjorie’s mother died later that year. 

From that time on, the couple was 
deeply involved in the rest of the 
community’s activities in Astoria, 
volunteering their entertainment 
skills. Most notable was the Rotary 
Club Follies that Bill directed in 1947, 
and several years afterward. It took 
two months to train fifty local busi- 
nessmen their skits, a kind of parody 
of vaudeville. An undated newspaper 
story in Bill’s collection says about the 
Rotary Follies: “Bill Nolan, Chairman, 
states that he has incorporated some of 
the best acts he has seen in his fifteen 
years that he played in American 
vaudeville and night club circuits.” The 
performances were a rousing success, 
raising money for special needs of the 
community. In the Nolan collection 
are Bill’s hand-written copies of jokes 
and songs. Though much of the humor 
is no longer considered appropriate 
for general audiences, it is a good 
reminder of how different attitudes 
were seventy years ago. 

An example: 


THE PHONE 
Marsh Hoffman (Astoria 
businessman) 
Marsh walks over to phone.... 
Dials a number....and speaks. 
Hello..... Is this the Salvation 
Army?.....Do you save fallen 
women?...... Well....Savea 
couple for me....I’ll be right over 
after the show. 
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By this time, Bill was well-known 
locally as someone who could breathe 
life into organizations he directed. In 
1948, Bill headed the Community 
Chest drive. In March 1949, he joined 
a board of businessmen helping Star 
of the Sea and Astoria High School 
students in their efforts to locate a 
non-alcoholic club for teenagers. Also, 
in 1949, Bill took the top office as 
Commander in the American Legion. 
The following year he decided to run 
for mayor of Astoria. Because the 
constitution of the American Legion 
forbids their officers from running 
for political office, he and a fellow 
candidate for mayor, Joe Garcia, had to 
give up their American Legion offices. 
Neither man won the vote. Republican 
Peter Cosovich (1951-1957) won over 
fellow party members, Joe Garcia, 
Dr. O. W. Lindberg, and the lone 
Democrat running, Bill Nolan. Nolan 
was also the only candidate who 
was in favor of a federal subsidy for 
low-income housing. All, however, ex- 
tolled Astoria’s historical attractions. 
Mrs. Blair (Edith) Henningsgaard, 
Chairman of the League of Women 
Voters, was in charge of an event host- 
ing the candidates. A couple of decades 
later, she took the title of Astoria’s first 
female mayor (1983-1987). 

In December 1950, the Portland 
Symphony Orchestra gave a concert 
at the Astoria Armory hosted by the 
American Federation of Musicians 
from Portland and Astoria and the 
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BILL NOLAN, AT RIGHT, WORKING ON JOKES WHILE OTHERS WORK ON MUSIC FORA SHOW. 
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MEMBERS OF THE AMERICAN LEGION FROM VARIOUS POSTS IN THE NORTH WEST. 
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Two UNIDENTIFIED DANCERS FROM BILU’s CLASS. 
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THREE YOUNG GIRLS FROM THE SCHOOL OF DANCE. LEFT TO RIGHT: 
ELAINE TUVING, ARDI URELL (CHAPMAN), AND REA RAIHALA. 
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American Legion, Clatsop Post 
No. 12, Astoria with Bill Nolan help- 
ing to organize it. Whenever a Master 
of Ceremonies was needed, Bill was 
available. 

In 1951, Marjorie opened a school 
of dance that she operated for several 
years. The Nolan collection contains 
photos of some of her students in 
costume. That year Bill received a let- 
ter from K.D. Beeny, Dance chairman 
for the Policemen’s Ball, thanking him 
for acting as Master of Ceremonies 
for the Grand March. Unfortunately, 
at that time, Bill was having problems 
in getting access to photo facilities at 
Tongue Point. The letter following is 
one of the few examples in which he 
reveals something ofa personal nature. 
The letter is written to an unknown 
Walter: 

Dear Walter, 

You have always said if I ever had 
something not to fail and write to you. 
‘The enclosed letters speak for themselves. 
They are the latestin a story that has been 
running for about three years. I had not 
said anything before because up to just a 
few months ago, I was a member of the 
Naval Reserve and didn’t want to tangle 
with a four striper and get yanked back 
in the service. 

You know me well enough to know that 
Ihave never expected favors from anyone 
just on the strength of military service. I 
have not used any of my G.I. benefits at 
all but have tried to make my own way 
in what I think is the American tradition. 

When Lfirst opened my studio after the 


war, people suggested to me that I request 
permission to operate a studio on the 
Naval Station. I never did this because I 
believed it would be unfair competition 
for the other photographers then in 
business here. I figured that people would 
shop around, and I would get my share 
of the customers. And I did, probably got 
what the other studios would consider 
more. It was because I knew what people 
wanted and gave it to them. Servicemen 
came to me because I knew what kind of 
picture they wanted to send home, knew 
what their folks wanted. I knew because 
Thad been one of them. 

Suddenly my business with service 
people dropped off. On inquiry I found 
that the Naval station had opened a 
portrait studio. Then I found out that 
Ball [Studio] was operating it. I asked 
Capt. McFall if there was any chance 
for me out there. He said they would call 
for bids and they did. Imade my bid and 
then received the letter quoted by Capt. 
McFall, my understanding was that we 
would be asked to make bids again we 
never were. If they had called for bids 
they probably would have done the same 
thing over, “received your bid but have 
decided to continue with things as they 
are til next year.” 

Honestly I don’t see why either studio 
should be allowed to operate out there, 
it isn’t that far from town, and if they 
didn’t need one during the war with all 
the personnel they had then how come 
they do now. 


(Accompanying this letter were the 
other letters referred to.) 
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In 1955, the Nolan home was at 
1543 Niagara and the photo studio was 
at 1121 Commercial. 

From this time on, information 
about Bill and Marjorie is scarce and 
seems to signal a serious change in 
their lives, perhaps due to ill health. 
The 1959 Astoria directory no longer 
lists the photography studio or the 
dancing studio, but has Bill as sales- 
man for American Guaranty Life 
Insurance Company. 

Marjorie Nolan died at their home 
in November 1961. Her obituary notes 
that she had lived in Astoria for twenty 
years and had turned sixty-five that 
month. She had entertained in a local 
club [Amato’s], and was a member of 
the Eagles auxiliary. Surviving her 
were her husband, Bill, her son Navy 
Lt. Commander Kenneth W. Lawrence 
and three grandchildren. She was bur- 
ied at Greenwood Cemetery. 

Bill is alone in the 1962 directory, 
a bartender at the Country Club, 
still living at the same address and 
in the following years he worked as a 
bartender at the Gearhart Hotel, and 
as manager of the Elks Club. 

In the 1963 directory, Bill is listed 
with his wife Isobel M. Nolan at 1543 
Niagara. She worked as an aide at 
Columbia Hospital. 

In the 1966-67 directory he was 
listed at 1121-15th Street and also at 
1543 Niagara with Isobel Mildred who 
later died in September 24, 1969. 

In 1969, he married Eve Morgan 
Salena Penn at South Bend, 


Washington. The next year he and Eve 
moved to 825-1Sth Street in Seaside. 
Bill worked at the Crab Broiler and was 
there until 1973. Eve was a hostess at 
Grandma’s Table restaurant. 

In 1973 Bill and Eve started up a 
new business, Eve’s Photo Shop in 
Seaside. They continued in that busi- 
ness for a few years. 

Bill died in October 1976 at the 
age of sixty-five. Surviving him was 
his wife, Eve, and his brothers, Carl 
and Leon Krumenaker of New York 
and Eugene Krumenaker of Bay City. 
Bill’s obituary states in error that he 
had seven grandchildren and three 
great grandchildren. They, instead, 
belonged to his wives. Bill Nolan 
was buried at Willamette National 
Cemetery in Portland. 

After he died, Eve married Charles 
K. Todd. She died in April 1983 in 
Multnomah County. Her obituary 
doesn’t mention Bill Nolan at all 
though she is buried beside him in 
Portland. 3 

Notes: Sheila Nolan contacted Doris 
“Corky” Peacock, the former wife of 
Marjorie Nolan’s son Kenneth. Corky 
confirmed that Kenneth had been raised 
by his grandmother Ada “Prescott” 
Farley and said that Kenneth and Corky 
stayed several months in Astoria, but re- 
lations with Marjorie did not “work out.” 
They only learned about Marjorie’s death 
when the Red Cross notified them, pos- 
sibly when they were stationed at Whidby 
Island. Kenneth received a medal for 
bravery when he was on a crash crew at 
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one of the airfields, and the canopy didn’t 
come off. He was able to save the life of 
the crew member. Kenneth is buried in 
Chamberlain Cemetery near Corky’s 
grandparents in Kingsville, Texas. 
Jeanne Petersen said of Bill Nolan, 
“he was a very dapper gentleman who 
walked like a dancer. He enjoyed every 
moment, had fun, and laughed a lot. He 
didn’t use the terminology for dance steps 
that she did but showed the students how 
to do them. He was a wonderful teacher, 
working for her for a couple of years.” 






ae ae 


= fe See 
BiLL NOLAN OUTSIDE HIS STUDIO IN ASTORIA ON COMMERCIAL STREET. 


In talking to Ardi Chapman and 
Lois Barnum, we learned that he often 
showed dance steps with a cigarette in one 
hand. Both had good memories of him. 
Ardi took classes from Bill for about five 
years, giving performances often. 

Our thanks to Lois Fearey Barnum, 
Ardi Urell Chapman, and Jeanne 
Petersen for information about Bill 
Nolan. If anyone has more to add to his 
story, please contact the Clatsop County 
Historical Society, P.O. Box 88, Astoria, 
Oregon 97103, phone 503-338-4849. 7 
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Part one of a two-part story. 


THE WALDORE HOTEL 
1979-1980 
ASTORIA, OREGON 


by Daymon Garrett Edwards 


S WITH EVERY Story, there has to be 
A a beginning, and this story begins 
in 1974 when my partner [Palmer] 
and I bought a house on the corner 
of 17th and Irving, Astoria, from 
Mrs. Jarvis. Palmer moved from his 
duplex at 9th and Grand Streets and I 
moved from my Seaside South Prom 
apartment into our new house. At the 
time I owned hair styling salons and 
Palmer worked at Tongue Point Job 
Corps. We wanted to buy and sell a 
historic Astoria home, flipping is what 
it is called now, and then buy another 
and do the same. With capital gains 
tax, we had to wait a year, so during 
that time, we painted the apartments, 
installed new tenants, and upgraded 
what we could. We lived on the second 
floor after connecting two apartments 
giving us ten rooms; I had the north 
wing and Palmer the south with the 
living room and dining room and 
parlor between them. 

Just after a year, we sold the build- 
ing to a consortium, and not without 
some drama and shenanigans on their 
part. In those days, some of Astoria’s 
realtors deserved their bad reputation. 


Palmer and I finished our personal 
relationship but went on to other en- 
deavors as business partners. I bought 
a house at 33rd, and Harrison Streets 
and Palmer moved back to his duplex 
on 9th and Grand Streets in 1976. 
Palmer would keep his duplex, even 
though he would move to Portland, 
until the 1990s. 

In late 1978 I decided I would sell 
my Harrison Street house. The neigh- 
bors across the street were anything 
but neighborly, and I felt it was time to 
move on, so in early 1979 I listed my 
home for sale. 

During all this time, I was opening 
hair salons; the Head Onin Gearhart; 
Riverside Nine, Seaside; Head 
Gardner, Astoria, and then Daymon & 
Company, Warrenton. The Warrenton 
shop was the nicest in Clatsop County 
at the time, situated on the second 
floor of a newly constructed building 
overlooking the mooring basin with 
a café next door and a chiropractor 
downstairs. But, just as the salon 
opened, the fishing industry took a 
nosedive, and I had just hired stylists 
right out of the Beauty College with 


40 CLATSOP COUNTY HISTORICAL SOCIETY 





THE WALDORE HOTEL IN 1979. 
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no clientele, and it was all I could do 
to keep the doors open. Then along 
comes a buyer for my house. 


HOTEL FOR SALE 

Each week Dori would come in for 
a shampoo and blow-dry with a bit of 
a trim to keep it all perfect, and we 
would chat. One week Dori came in 
for her standing appointment, and I 
said, “Dori, did you hear about...?,” she 
said, “Yes, you told me before.” I then 
said, “What about...?” She said, “You 
told me that last week.” Well, I was at 
a loss, and it turned out to be a very 
quiet appointment. 

The next week when Dori arrived, 
I met her at her car and walked her to 
the salon, gave her a proper brushing, 
shampoo, conditioner, and then sat her 
up, and I said, “Guess what? Ibought a 
hotel in Astoria, guaranteeing a good 
story from now on!” Dori laughed, and 
I told her how it came about. 

Those people who bought Palmer 
and my house on 17th Street [we held 
the mortgage] also had purchased 
the Merwyn Hotel in the ensuing 
years and made me an offer. I would 
give up my interest in the mortgage 
on the 17th Street house, they would 
take my Harrison Street house, and I 
would take over their mortgage on the 
hotel, becoming the new owner, so I 
accepted—no cash involved. 

When I first viewed the Merwyn 
Hotel, prior to the sale, I put a cat flea 
collar around each of my ankles to 
ward off the pesky little jumpers and 


hada flashlight that could light up the 
night; the utilities were off. inspected 
the four floors above the ground and 
then the dreaded basement. A Catholic 
nun was running a senior center in a 
space that shared the west wall of the 
lobby. The elevator was a caged affair 
and original to the 1926 construc- 
tion—after the Great Fire of 1922. 
The third and fourth floor units on the 
north side had unobstructed views of 
the Columbia River. The Flavel House 
Museum was visible to the west. The 
south side was against the Elks build- 
ing, and the east side joined City Hall. 
The lobby entrance had posts with 
inset mirrors and trim. The main 
lobby was vast with a soaring ceiling, 
some of it peeling, and matching front 
windows facing north, so the lobby 
was bright without the dazzling sun’s 
glare when it shown, so drapes weren't 
needed. A small office and a check-in 
counter were on the west wall with a 
beautiful antique cash register sitting 
proudly on the counter. A huge print 
was on the wall, but it had seen better 
days. The floor had seamless battleship 
linoleum in a dark red pattern. The 
linoleum got its name from its use 
on battleships where it had to endure 
high foot traffic. The color pattern 
went all-most all the way through the 
five-millimeter-thick product, and this 
would prove to bea godsend later. 
Off the lobby was a small alcove 
and a storage closet, those two areas 
would later be transformed into my 
new salon, and there was a bathroom 
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at one end. I had everything I would 
need to open my salon. 

There were some easy chairs and 
a sofa from the 1920s that needed 
recovering, but most anything of 
value or interest had been sold off by 
the previous owner, yes, those people. 

The hotel had stood for fifty-three 
years and was frequently used by trav- 
eling salesmen and hada AAA rating at 
one time. The rooms were basic, many 
with shared baths, original furniture, 
and beds; mostly, they just needed 
cleaning and painting. The rooms with 
a shared bath were perfect for double 
rooms or a bedroom and sitting room 
with the bathroom between them. 
Men’s and women’s toilets and showers 
were at the end of the hall, and they too 
needed a good cleaning and painting. 

The basement had been cleaned out 
before I arrived, probably leftovers 
from the rooms and sold. It contained 
the oil-fired boiler, hot water tanks, 
a washer, and a dryer. There was an 
elevator to the sidewalk so I could 
move my excess belongings down 
there while I remodeled my rooms on 
the fourth floor. 


THE Day I RECEIVED THE KEYS 

According to the terms of our agree- 
ment, I was allowed to move into the 
hotel before I moved out of my house, 
the new owners needed to sell it and 
didn’t have a buyer, and it would sell 
better if it looked lived-in. My first 
night at the hotel I spent alone. Scott, 
my partner at the time, being a local, 


didn’t want anything to do with the 
hotel and stayed at the Harrison Street 
house watching the animals. I would 
soon turn thirty years old. 

After finishing work at the 
Warrenton salon—Daymon & 
Company—I parked my car ina 
space near the hotel that I had rented 
by the month and had dinner at Thiel’s. 
They had a liver and bacon/onion plate 
I liked, and the cook was a friend. I 
then went to see a movie at the Liberty 
Theater, after the movie I stopped at 
Safeway (then at 11th and Duane) to 
buy a few essentials and headed for 
the hotel. 

The hotel’s electricity was active, 
and so was the water but no heat, 
and I hadn’t turned on the hall lights 
yet. The lobby looked like a set of a 
black and white film noir, street light 
streaming through the large windows 
creating shadows and dark corners 
where a threat could lurk. Passing car 
lights on Duane Street would throw 
contrasting shadows and briefly light 
up something that looked menacing 
and dangerous. I took the old elevator, 
and it slowly crept up the dark shaft 
with it shaking and stuttering all the 
way to the fourth floor. 

I slid back the cage door and then 
opened the fire door and went down 
the long, dark, windowless hall to 
the back right-hand room, next to 
the toilet and showers, turned on the 
bare bulb light in my room and put 
my sleeping bag on the bed, set up my 
clock radio and brushed my teeth. It 
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was about 11 p.m., and I crawled into 
my makeshift bed fully clothed, not 
knowing what the cold night would 
bring. 

As with any old building, there 
were creaks and groans throughout 
the night, but along about 4 a.m. there 
was a toilet flushing somewhere in the 
building, I wasn’t going to investigate, 
I got up and locked the door and put 
a chair under the knob and stared at 
the ceiling until dawn. By then I was 
too spooked to take a shower [think 
Psycho], so I went to one of the front 
rooms and looked down the street to 
see when the Labor Temple opened, 
and when it did I went for breakfast— 
the hotel was a lot less spooky during 
the daylight hours. I always enjoyed 
the Labor Temple’s cooked rolled oats 
and coffee, and on this morning, I 
included a side of bacon. I figured Scott 
could fend for himself and probably 
wasn't even up yet. I also wouldn't tell 
him about the toilet flushing in the 
middle of the night because ifI did, he 
would never move in. 

As I mentioned before, Scott was 
a local and with local prejudices. To 
the local habitué, the Merwyn Hotel, 
along with the Elliott Hotel and some 
of the other ‘residence hotels’, was not 
to be stayed in. And, the people who 
did stay there were to be avoided at all 
cost, a problem I would have to face 
during my ownership. Scott just did 
not want to be seen entering or exiting 
the hotel, but he had no choice as I 
owned the hotel, and my house would 


soon need to be vacated. Many of my 
clients left me, including Dori, because 
they didn’t want to come into the hotel, 
and of course, the hotel, especially 
under new ownership, attracted a fair 
amount of oddballs. It was a good 
thing that I had been around the block 
afew times, and my ‘bullshit’ detector 
was working, but not always infallible. 

I would learn about a diverse section 
of humanity and have a better idea of 
the human condition. People from 
all over the world would cross my 
vestibule and stay/livein my rooms. It 
was a hard time in my life, but I would 
not want to exchange the experience. 
The Waldorf Hotel became me, and I 
became it, joined for all time. 

Soon I sold the Riverside Nine 
Salon in Seaside to two of the stylists, 
closed the Head On in Gearhart. 
The Head Gardener, in Astoria, was 
already closed. Then I started the pro- 
cess of closing the failing Warrenton 
salon and moving it to the hotel where 
I would open a salon off the lobby and 
keep the name Daymon & Company. 
I shut off half of the fourth floor of the 
hotel and moved Scott, two cats and 
a collie dog into the ten rooms I had 
commandeered when I bought it in 
late 1979. 

During this time, I was traveling 
to Hillsboro, Oregon, for my training 
to receive my Cosmetology Teaching 
Certificate and was working on the 
installation of Stylemasters College 
of Hair Design, downtown Astoria, 
in which I had an interest and would 
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become the Head Instructor. I was 
also working at the salon in the hotel, 
which I named The Waldorf Hotel 
after Astoria’s history with that name 
and, of course, running and upgrading 
the hotel. I wanted people to know it 
was under New Management. Later 
in all my travels around the world, I 
would find a Waldorf Hotel in almost 
all major cities, and it always reminds 
me of my Waldorf Hotel. 


THE WALDORE HOTEL, 
IRAN, AND ASTORIA 

On November 4, 1979, the USA 
Embassy in Tehran was overrun, 
and hostages were taken, a crisis that 
would last for 444 days. The USA was 
outraged! In 1973 when I opened The 
Head Onin Gearhart, across the high- 
way from Bud’s Drive-In, I installed 
a flagpole. After flying the stars and 
stripes, I bought some other flags, and 
then clients started giving me flags, 
a cherished one was from Paraguay 
given to me by the Cornelius’ from 
Falcon Cove, the only national double- 
sided flag in the world. I also installed a 
flagpole in front of my Harrison Street 
house, and by the time I moved into 
the hotel, I had quite a collection. 

I thought, along with many 
Americans, that the hostage crisis 
would be short-lived. I hung four of 
my USA flags from the upper front 
windows of the hotel in support of the 
hostages and being a short distance 
from the American Legion [11th & 
Exchange] it soon came to their notice. 


I didn’t check the book at the Astor 
Library on USA Flag etiquette...oh 
my! Before I hung them. Soon there 
were Letters to the Editor and pam- 
phlets shoved under my door, but no 
one came to see me personally. The big 
brouhaha was about my flags hanging 
the wrong way, the ‘union’ [stars] 
should be in the upper left, I had one 
in the top right, and I had a colonial 
flag up there too because I didn’t have 
enough fifty-starred flags. I got stub- 
born and refused to change the flags. 
After all, it was a show of patriotism. As 
the days turned into weeks, months, 
and then a year plus seventy-nine days, 
the flags started showing wear and 
tear, and a whole new wave of criticism 
started, all the while there an outpour- 
ing of staunch supporters of what I was 
doing. People accused me of stuffing 
the window cracks with the American 
flag and other heinous acts against the 
Stars and Stripes and the United States 
of America! My response was: “If my 
flags look raged and forlorn, just think 
of what condition the hostages are in!” 

On July 4, 1980, The Daily Astorian 
for their 4th of July Edition ran a 
front-page [above and below the fold] 
photo of my hotel flag and me with 
the caption 


For the Hostages: Unlike many 
people who fly their U.S. flags 
just on the 4th of July, Daymon 
Edwards of Astoria does it every 
day. He has been displaying four 
of them from windows at the 
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old Merwyn Hotel in Astoria 
since November when President 
Carter asked Americans to 
show their support for the U.S. 
hostages held in Iran.” 

Edwards, who owns the 
building, displays the flags ‘out 
of emotion’ for the hostage 
situation.” 

People criticized him because 
they thought the flags were be- 
ing used for ‘stuffing window 
cracks’ and because they are 
faded and tearing, he said. But 
they will probably stay, he said, 
as a reminder that time is wear- 
ing on the hostages as well as 
the flags.” By Bill Wagner 


NOTE: Thankyou for the research for 
the above: Elleda Wilson, Liisa Penner, 
Larry Ziak, and Jimmy Pearson. 


FILLING THE ROOMS 

Some of the past tenants came 
looking for their old room. Coco and 
her dachshund moved back to the third 
floor corner room, Kenny moved back 
to his old second floor room, and about 
eight others returned. There were 
about forty rooms, but the Manager’s 
rooms were on the second floor and my 
ten places on the fourth floor, leaving 
about twenty-five rentable rooms. I 
was still working at Warrenton, going 
to Hillsboro one night and day per 
week, working on Stylemasters and 
trying to get the hotel up and running 
and move in all at the same time. 


I hired a man to manage the hotel, 
and he brought his wife and daughter 
along and moved into the Manager’s 
apartment. I also had many people 
looking for rooms that had no money. 
The ones that looked reliable and 
didn’t smell of grass or booze or have 
dilated pupils I would offer a room 
for work, but they had to do the work 
first, no exceptions! Many would bitch 
and complain and wander off and 
then come back late at night and say 
they would do the job the next day... 
for a room for the night. No work, no 
room. I had some people painting all 
night, and I would give them the next 
day and night in payment, I wanted 
to be fair. Then one day, David comes 
in the front door, wants a room, and 
will work for it. I set him to painting, 
then he does odd jobs, and we become 
friends, I don’t think he ever had to pay 
for a room. He started working at the 
Co-Op for food, and with his hotel 
room he was set, he was from the east 
coast and sounded it too. David soon 
took an interest in sign painting and 
eventually painted all the Waldorf 
signs. The west wall sign he painted 
as he leaned over the side of the roof, 
quite a feat, he also picked up some 
sign painting jobs for money. David 
and I still retain our friendship all 
these years later, even after he moved 
back east, and yes, he still paints signs 
now and again. 

A couple of months in, the manager 
one day collected all the rents and 
just walked out the door with his wife 
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and daughter and weren't heard of 
again. Everything in their apartment 
was as they left it, even the food on 
the stove—poof, gone with my rent 
money. Well, that was a catastrophe for 
me, one from which I wouldn't be able 
to recover. Heating that place with oil, 
and electricity to power the building 
was expensive and I could just imagine 
that meter whirling when the elevator 
rose and descended countless times a 
day. Itook to the stairs and encouraged 
everyone else to do the same. I moved 
Coco to the second floor and put an 
“Out of Order” sign on the elevator. 
So I needed a new manager and 
providence shined down on me. 
Sharon, who was studying at the 
beauty college where I was training 
in Hillsboro, needed somewhere to 
live. Her family was having difficul- 
ties and needed help, so she moved 
into the Manager’s apartment with 
her husband and three daughters and 
worked with me in the salon. Inowhad 
a full-time manager and a new stylist. 
Sharon worked at the Warrenton salon 
until I closed it and then moved to the 
salonat the hotel, her children enrolled 
in the Astoria school system, and all 
seemed to be moving forward. 
Sharon and her husband, Jim, had 
problems living at the hotel. It wasn’t 
the environment they wanted for their 
children, which is understandable, but 
they had no choice at the moment, and 
the girls, being new to Astoria, had 
to adjust. But their living at the hotel 
brought up prejudices from the local 


kids, plus the family was fundamental- 
ist Christians, as in the literal writings 
in the Bible. I’m gay, living with Scott 
and a building full of, shall we say, 
individualistic people? My whole life 
had been a torment by Christians, 
every denomination, real or imagined. 
But Sharon was different; she truly 
studied the Bible to find the answers 
and not to justify her personal beliefs. 
She discovered that she could be my 
friend and not accept my gayness but 
not judge me for it; she prayed for me 
but loved me too. Jim, on the other 
hand, had a harder time accepting 
his newfound surroundings. The girls 
would come around, but their whole 
life had turned upside down. Their 
church was a block anda halfaway, and 
Sharon had to defend herself from her 
peers, and she did. What a wonderful 
woman. And Sharon showed me that 
Christians could be real Christians, 
only if they took their faith seriously. 

Ofcourse, everyone had to work, so 
the two oldest girls had odd jobs, and 
the youngest shined shoes in the lobby 
using one of my old barber chairs. She 
is over SO years old now. The door to 
the salon looked out to the front door 
of the hotel, and my station was the 
first one, so I had an unobstructed 
view of who came in or out and to see 
if Millie was OK. 

Soon I was working as Head 
Instructor at Stylemasters during the 
day, Tuesday through Saturday and 
working nights and Sundays at the 
hotel salon. The Warrenton salon was 
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finally closed, and I was looking for a 
new renter, and until one was found, 
I paid the monthly rent. It would be 
months before anewrenter was found, 
and it cost me money I did not have. 
I had moved into the hotel and was 
slowly making the fourth floor apart- 
ment habitable, Scott was painting our 
rooms, our two cats would sometimes 
bolt and explore the hotel, the collie 
needed walking and would finally go 
to live with the UPS man. Sharon was 
busy at the salon and home, Jim man- 
aged the place and did maintenance, 
and the girls had aroutine, and we kept 
adding more people to our list of long 
term guests. Ifsomeone paid monthly, 
we had to abide by the landlord laws, 
if they paid nightly, then it was hotel 
law, and many times we were in tough 
situations. Many people knew how to 
work the system, and we were their 
victims many a time. 

At that time in Astoria’s history, 
there were not enough motel rooms, 
and there was very little to offer tour- 
ists to the city, and to many of the locals 
“tourist” was a nasty word. Seaside was 
getting busier, and their rooms would 
fill, and the whole city wouldn't have 
a single room available. Sometimes 
people slept in their cars, not because 
they couldn't afford a room, there just 
wasn’t one available, and Cannon 
Beach was out of the questions, so 
people were pushed north to Astoria 
and all the places in the city would fill 
up. [had some friends at the different 
Chambers of Commerce, and they 


would recommend my hotel to the 
desperate travelers, so we were able 
to have some “carriage trade” guests. 

All of the north-facing rooms on 
the fourth floor were painted, and 
we decorated them in themes. I had 
an abundance of knick-knacks and 
what-knots, and the Bogart Room 
was first, and others followed. We had 
a two-room suite, with a sitting room 
and bedroom with bath adjoining, the 
Jane Barnes/McTavish-Henry Bridal 
Suite, with red apples stenciled in the 
corners, Scott’s satirical idea of the 
forbidden fruit. The first guests for that 
room were a young couple witha child 
and one on the way, oh well. 

After a while, I had to quit working 
at Stylemasters and work in the hotel 
salon full-time. I was exhausted, and I 
had to go to Salem for one night and 
a day each month to be on the State 
Board of Barbers and Hairdressers, 
where I became Chairman of the 
Board, and I had more traveling re- 
sponsibilities. I could also make more 
money at the salon than teaching. 


MowunrtT SAINT HELEN 
CoMEs TO TOWN 

Sunday, May 18, 1980, at 8:32 a.m. 
Mt. St. Helens erupted, what a mess, 
the ash came to Astoria a few days 
later. I had planned to go to Salem with 
David on that Sunday to be sworn onto 
the Oregon State Board of Barbers and 
Hairdressers Monday. I planned on 
leaving in the afternoon, spending the 
night in Salem, and be at the swearing- 
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in at 9 a.m. Monday. Everyone was all 
excited about the volcano and that it 
might block the Columbia River and 
then collapse and flood Astoria at 
Biblical proportions. Hog-wash, I was 
going to Salem ifI had to surfonalava 
flow all the way. 

We packed, I fired up my 1975 
Lincoln Town Coupe with leather 
seats and a hand-engraved brass No 
Smoking sign, and we left earlier than 
expected, heading south through 
Seaside and onto the Sunset Highway. 
We reached Salem without a trace of 
ash on the white lacquered surface of 
my grand land yacht. We checked into 
the motel and then put on our roller- 
skates and skated around the park in 
front of the capitol building. The next 
day, dressed in my Christian Dior 
navy blue sports jacket, Land’s End 
shirt, tie, pants, and shoes, I presented 
myself at the Governor’s Office to be 
sworn in, a grand day. 

My mother was a famous hair- 
dresser in Portland from the 1950s to 
the ’70s, who owned salons, a charm 
school, wig shops, a beauty school, 
and a cosmetic company; my sister 
was a hairdresser, her husband was in 
the wig business with my mother; my 
step-brother’s wife was a hairdresser, 
and there was me following in the 
family tradition, but the only member 
of the family to be on the Oregon State 
Board of Barbers and Hairdressers, 
two terms, oh my yes! 

Finally, I was working only at the 
hotel’s salon, and Jim was managing 
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DayMON EDWARDS WASHING 
AWAY VOLCANIC ASH IN FRONT OF 
THE WALDORF HOTEL AFTER THE 
ERUPTION OF Mounrt ST. HELENS. 
ca. MAY 30 1980. 


it. Sharon was great to work with, and 
I would hire someone else from time 
to time to work in the salon, and our 
clients had a front-row seat to all the 
goings-on in the hotel. 7 

The second part of Daymon’s story 
will appear in the Winter 2020 issue of 
the Cumtux. 
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